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Ly fere Bride a»d Bridegreemes feete Strew 

Blejfmg their fence, a 

S^jtem angle ef the aire. 

Bird melodiotts,or hird fairer 
Is ahfent hrnce. 

The Crew, the fiamdrepts fuckee^nor 
The hading Raven, nor Clongb hee 
Ner chattring Pie, 

May on our Bridehoufe f earth or (ing. 

Or with them my difeerd bring 
Tntfiom it fly. 

Enter 5 * ^aeenes in T lacks ysit h vail esfiatnd ,wtth itnftl 
riaUCrewnes.The i. ^eenefals downeatthtfeatetf 
Thefeui'The z.faUdowneatthefeeteofHyfolita, the 
3 . before Emilia, 

j . For pitties fake and true gentilities, 

Hcare,and refpcfl me. 

2. For your Mothers fake. 

And as you wifh your womb may thrive with faire ones, 
Hearc and refpeft me, 

3. Now for the love of him whom Jeve hath maiM 

The honour of your Bed, and for the fake 
Of cleere virginity, be Advocate 
For us, and our difticffes.* This good deede 
Shall raze youout o’th Booke of Trelpaflcs 
AH you are (et downc there* 
thefem. Sad Lady tile.’ 

\ i^po/. Stand up* 

Nokneesto me. 

What woman I may fteed that Is diftreft. 

Does bind me to her. 

Thef. What*syourrcgu«ft? Deliver you fiat all 
I. Wearc3,Q^ecncs,vvhofeSovaaiMj 
The wrath of cruell Creon-, who endured 
^he Beakes of {Ravens, TaU^ts of KightSjt 
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The Two Noble Klnfmenl 

And pecks of Crowes, in the fovvle feilds of Thebs, 

He will not fuffer us to burne their bones. 

To urnc their afhcs.nor to take tb’ offence 
Of mortall loathfbmenes from the bleft eye 
Of holy Phdm,h\it infers the windes 
With ftcnch of out flaine Lords. O pitty Duke^ 

Thou purger of the earth, di aw thy feard S word 
That docs good turncs to*th world jgive us the Bones 
Ofour dead Kings, that we may Chappell them; 

And of thy boundles goodnes take fome note 
That for bur crowlncd beadcs we have no roofe, 

Sava this which is the Lyons, and the Scares, 

And vault to every thing. 

Thef. Pray you kiiecle not, 

I was tranlported with your Spcecb,and fliffer’d 
Your knees to wrong themfeivcsj I have heard the fortunes 
of your dead Lords, which gives me fuch lamenting 
As wakes my vengeance, and revenge fot’emr 
King was your Lord the day 

That he ffiould marry you, at fuch a fcafon,' 

As now it is with me,I met your Groome, 

By CMarfls ^Altar^oxx were that time fairc; 

Not lunos Mantle fairer then your Ticfles, 

Norin more bounty fpread her .Your wheaten wreathb 
Was then not thrcaflid,nor blafted ; Fortune at you 
Dimpled her Cfaeckc with frailcs : Hirrc»/exour kincfmaa 
(Then weaker than yeur cics)laide by his Club, 

He tumbled downc upon his Nenuan hide 
And fwore his liucws thawd: O greife,and time, 

FeatefuU confumers,you will all devouic, 

QI hope fpme God, 

Some God hath put his mercy in your manhood 
Whereto heel infiifepowte,aad prefleyou forth 
Our Under taker. 

tjo knees, none Widdow, 
Vntc^i|H(iL|^d-Belona ufe thjem. 

And jpray forT^oar Souldier* 
froaDlcd Iain. ttirmuMaf, 
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